
  
    [image: A Duke of a Time]
  


  
    
      
        [image: Title Page]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Love Historical Romance?

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Don’t Miss Tamara’s Other Romance Series

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A Duke of a Time

        The Wayward Woodvilles, Book 1

        Copyright © 2022 by Tamara Gill

        Cover Art by Wicked Smart Designs

        Editor Grace Bradley Editing, LLC

      

        

      
        This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales or organizations is entirely coincidental.

      

        

      
        All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a database and retrieval system or transmitted in any form or any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the owner of copyright and the above publishers.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        [image: open book] Love Historical Romance? Get Exclusive Deals You Won’t Find Anywhere Else! [image: two hearts]

      

      

      Looking for your next swoon-worthy read? You’re in the right place! Head over to my official website, where you’ll find exclusive discounts, special book bundles, and audiobook deals that aren’t available anywhere else.

      

      Whether you’re in the mood for a scandalous Regency affair, a heart-racing Highland adventure, or a daring time-travel romance, there’s something just for you—at a price you won’t want to miss!

      
        
          
            [image: Tamara Gill Shopify Store]
          
        

      

      
        
        [image: sparkles] Visit now and treat yourself to a little extra romance today! [image: sparkles]

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        1805, Berkeley Square, London

      

      

      Greyson Everett, Marquess of Cadmael, clenched his fists and ground his teeth as his father continued his tirade against him. He schooled his features, knowing too well that to insult and anger his father more by arguing or disagreeing with his views never ended well for him. He had learned a long time ago to keep his mouth shut or face physical repercussions.

      Even so, the demand his father put upon him was beyond anything he had ever dished out before. Perhaps the rumors were true that were circulating about London. That his father was turning senile. That the nasty old duke was losing his mind. His decree certainly made Greyson think that was the case.

      "Northamptonshire? That is where you're sending me?" He took a calming breath, the urge to stand, to go nose to nose with the waspish duke who had few friends—and fewer relatives who wanted to ever be around him—grew.

      As the spiteful words continued to rain down on Greyson, he promised himself he would never be a father such as his. A mean and nasty, violent and vindictive bastard whom he loathed.

      He could only thank his dearest mother was no longer around to suffer such a union.

      "You," his father spat, pointing his chubby, stubby finger in his direction, "will go to Northamptonshire. You will work at Mr. Woodville's manor house, and you will work hard and sweat out the privilege you have since you're not respectful of it."

      "I gained a mistress, Father. I enjoy entertainments offered to us during The Season and my club. Many gentlemen in town do the same. There is nothing wrong with that."

      "Well, your mistress is no more, for I'll not pay for any whore or any more gambling or rutting or whatever it is that you do about town all day."

      Greyson shuffled in his chair, fisting his hands in his lap. What he really wanted to do was punch his bastard father in the nose and walk out. Rutting and gambling indeed. His father made it sound as if that was all he did, and while he did quite a lot of it, it was never with women who were not willing to lift their skirts, and never with an unmarried maid.

      It was not like he was rutting up against the side of a building in St. James without a by your leave. His father ought to be proud that his trysts were private, not fodder for gossips.

      "Do you mean you are cutting off my allowance?" he asked, making a mental calculation on how much money he did have left in hand. Not quite a hundred pounds, which if his father followed through on his threat, would keep him fed and clothed at least in Northamptonshire, but little else. He would normally blow through five times that amount on a night when the need arose.

      Which wasn't as often as his father was making out.

      "Indeed I am, and you will be leaving for the Woodville Estate in Northamptonshire following our discussion via stagecoach. I have instructed your valet to pack items of clothing that will be suitable as a farmhand and some funds to see you through your journey up north. Do not try to run, do not try to seek help from any friends you know. I have men watching you who will put a stop to such things. You will learn your lesson, boy, and you will learn it the hard way."

      Greyson narrowed his eyes at his sire. How was it that he was from his loins? How was it that anyone would have ever married such a heinous, nasty piece of cow dung?

      "I think this is an overreaction to your son who gained a mistress. I could have instead caused scandal by having an illicit affair with some matron, or an unhappily married woman in our society. No sane father reacts like you do. I enjoy my freedom as a young and unmarried lord. Just as I'm certain you did as well. What is wrong with you?"

      His father's eyes widened before his face turned a deep shade of red. His Grace fisted his hands at his sides, and Greyson could see them shaking. "Do not ever speak back to me again. You have responsibility and respectability to keep for the Derby dukedom. I will not have my only son making a fool and mockery out of our name. Never in the history of the family has anyone released their seed outside the bonds of marriage, and I will not have you do the same."

      Greyson took a calming breath. "I'm careful, Father, and with the precautions I take, I'm certain that will not happen."

      "Lady Francesca the Earl of Lincoln's daughter, is an heiress and attractive enough to tempt you, I'm sure. Upon your return, you will court her and marry the chit. She will make a perfect duchess."

      "I will not," he returned hotly, having heard enough. "You cannot make me marry anyone whom I do not wish to." He paused. "Not to mention her face resembles the horses she loves so very dearly."

      “You will court and marry her upon your arrival home once you have learned your lesson, and I am satisfied you're a man of character and not loose morals. You will marry a woman who is a good Christian with high principles, connections, and wealth. I shall hear of nothing else about it. Do you understand, boy?"

      Greyson swallowed the bile that rose in his throat and stood. "I understand perfectly. I also want to state that you're a bastard, and if I never lay eyes on you again, I will not be disappointed."

      His father smirked, and it more resembled a snarl. "I'm glad you finally understand your father. Safe travels, son," he said, dismissing him with a flick of his hand before he sat himself down at his desk and continued on with his bookwork.

      Greyson turned on his heel and stormed from the room, not bothering to close the door behind him. This was utterly uncalled for and not to mention absurd. Northamptonshire indeed. And to work as a farmhand, who had ever thought of such an insult to a duke's son.

      He went directly to his room and found his valet packing up the last of his things. He looked at the small trunk with distaste. "What have you packed me, Thompson?" he asked his loyal servant, who had come to work for the ducal estate as a young, orphaned boy and was his friend long before he became his valet.

      "I found some old gardener’s clothing in the attic upstairs. There were some boots and a worn greatcoat, which should do you well up in Northamptonshire. It will be colder up north than down here in London."

      Greyson spied the second small bag near the armoire. "What is in that bag?" he asked, pulling at his cravat and changing into a set of clothing laid out on his bed. There was little point in staying in London, not if his father had men watching his every move and was determined he would do as he was told.

      And he would, he would prove to his father that he would not only go to the Woodville Estate, but he would work hard just so his father could not say he did not. He would never let the bastard win this war. Nor would he be returning and marrying Lady Francesca. He shuddered at the thought.

      "That is for me, my lord. I am coming with you." Thompson gestured to his clothing, which Greyson had not noticed until now was similar to what he was changing into. "I will work alongside you and keep an eye on you. You are a marquess, after all, and the future Duke of Derby. I'm sure I'm not the only one in London who wishes for your safe and speedy return."

      Greyson sighed, annoyance thrumming through him that he had not been able to dismiss his mistress himself. That his father had carried out the duty left him uneasy. Was she safe? Did he give her any funds to keep her secure until she found another protector? "Send word to Cissie and ensure she's safe and well. Send funds too and apologize to her on my behalf."

      "Of course, my lord." Thompson went about writing a letter, and Greyson finished changing his clothing. The trews were made of coarse fabric, less comfortable than his silk breeches. Not to mention the shirt was stained and had an odd scent about it.

      He wrinkled his nose, hating to think what rodent had climbed over the clothing he now wore.

      Thompson blotted the missive and sealed it. "I shall have this sent out today, my lord. I will return for the bags posthaste."

      Greyson nodded, watching as Thompson left the room. He strode to his desk, found his purse holding the last of his allowance, and pocketed it. His hat sat on a nearby sideboard, and he swooped it up, laying it atop his head. Looking about the room, he shook his head at the thought of the journey he was about to embark upon. How foolish his father was being. How utterly narrowminded and behind the times.

      It was 1805, for heaven's sake. Was it not time for his father to live in the new century upon them and stop living in the Georgian England he was so very fond of?

      Thompson returned, picking up the trunk. "Shall we go, my lord? The hackney is out front to take us to the Swan with Two Necks Inn to catch the stagecoach."

      "Yes," he said, taking one last look about his room. He could do this, and he would. And in the process, he would make his father look the fool for making him do such a thing.

      

      The Duke of Derby glanced up from his desk and watched as his son strode past the library door and out of the town house, his valet close on his heels.

      His steward stepped into the room, having been privy to the duke's plans and waiting for his son to depart. "So he is off then, Your Grace. Do you think your plan will work?"

      His Grace fought not to laugh. "Oh, yes, I do. If my son has a soft spot for anything, it is an attractive woman, and I know for a fact that Anne Woodville has sired five handsome daughters. One of them will tempt Greyson, and finally, my revenge on that woman will be complete."

      His steward nodded, but like most in the duke’s life, he did not know that Anne Woodville, daughter to an earl, had thrown him over for a country gentleman, no better than a farmer.

      "What if your son falls for one of the Woodville daughters and elopes? Will not that make Anne a winner yet again, since her daughter will one day be a duchess?"

      That was the beauty of his plan. Anne Woodville despised him now, he had ruined her father, and they had lost all their money not long after Anne had married Woodville. The last person she would allow her daughter to marry would be his son, when she found out who he was, of course.

      "Anne will not allow a union between the pair, first because she will believe him a farmhand, too lowly for her daughter. But second, she will know it was me behind his arrival and when she realizes who he is, her hatred of me will stop any marriage between the pair. Even if they do elope, the merging of our families will hurt Anne, and that is enough for me, not that I think that will occur."

      "And your son's heart, Your Grace? The young lady may be injured by this plan too."

      "True," he agreed, shrugging. "But no one turns from the Duke of Derby, makes me look the fool by marrying a man not fit to wipe my boots. I have waited many years to hit at Anne Woodville, and that time has finally arrived. It is unfortunate that my son is such a failing, and therefore has to be used in such a scheme, but I always win, and it is time everyone knew this, no matter how many years pass where they think they are safe from my ire." No one bests the Duke of Derby. No one.
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      Miss Hailey Woodville stood at the library window and watched as two new farmhands jumped down from the cart they had sent into Grafton to pick up. Her steward mentioned they had traveled for work all the way from London, and she was interested in seeing how these city workers would get on at their farm.

      The crops were coming along nicely this time of year, and would soon be ready for harvest, a busy time for everyone, not just in their county. Her father came to stand at her side, peering out the window.

      "Ah, are these the two new workers you mentioned?" he asked her, slipping on his spectacles to see them more clearly.

      "Yes, although the tall one doesn't look like he'd be much use in the fields. Look at his hands, Papa," she stated.

      Her father frowned. "I do not see anything out of the ordinary about his hands. What do you see, my dear?"

      Hailey could see they looked as soft as butter even from this distance. Had these men ever worked on a farm or in a stable, or had they only done bookwork in an office until today? From the looks of their confused, unimpressed faces, they seemed as interested in the farm as a lion would in a cage.

      "I do not think these London folks will do well here at all. The shorter one may suit. He at least looks a little less lost than the tall one, but then, not by much."

      "Are we going to lay a bet?" her father asked, mischief twinkling in his tired, gray eyes.

      "A pound says that the tall one breaks first and leaves within a month," she said, always willing to wager.

      Her father held out his hand, and she shook it. "Deal." She smiled as he went and sat on the settee before the fire. "How are the estate books, my dear? Everything in hand?" he asked, sighing as he lifted his legs along the settee to rest.

      "All is doing very well, Papa. The crops are coming along, and we're finishing up the repairs on several cottages in Grafton this month and those of the tenant farms before the weather turns cool. We will be well placed for winter and then my first season in town next year."

      "Oh yes, of course. I had forgotten you're to leave us all for the much-fashionable London. Your mama is certainly looking forward to a Season in town. Have you been practicing your curtsy you're to give to the queen?"

      Hailey smiled, sitting across from her papa. "I have, and I think I will do well enough and not embarrass anyone."

      Her papa reached out and clasped her hand, squeezing it a little. "You would never embarrass any of your family. You're a good girl."

      Hailey smiled, but her stomach twisted at the compliment that she did not entirely deserve, not in her opinion anyway. She was a good daughter and worked hard with the steward to ensure everything ran smoothly at Woodville House. Her father would prefer to bird-watch than do the books, and her mother longed for society and was forever seeking out gossip in Grafton.

      But lately, life here in Grafton and Northamptonshire was no longer all that she longed for. Looking after the estate, ensuring the farm ran smoothly and that all her sisters had whatever they needed was a lot of work. Not to mention having to socialize in Grafton, visit friends, but it was always the same. Nothing exciting ever happened or changed.

      At one and twenty, she wanted to find a husband, marry, and have children. She wanted to travel and love with her whole heart, have a passionate love affair like the ones she read about in her romantic novels. The London Season could not come soon enough, and for all those things to come to fruition.

      "I suppose Mr. Oak will be in soon to introduce us to the new workers. Are you going to stay?" she asked her father, knowing he rarely did his duty and met the servants.

      "Not today, my dear. I'm off to the river. I'm hoping to spy a Blue-winged Teal, which has been elusive to me this year, but I'm determined," he said, lifting himself out of the chair, bussing her cheek before striding to the door.

      "I'll see you at dinner then," she called after him, his footsteps echoing down the hallway toward the back of the house.

      "Right you are," he called back.

      Hailey sighed, staring at the fire and debating putting wood on it herself since it had been an age since a servant had been in to service it. She stood, leaning down to the fire and placing two logs onto the flames, kneeling before it a moment as she watched the yellow flame lick the wood.

      "I beg your pardon, Miss Woodville. The new stable hand and laborer are here to meet you."

      Hailey started at the sound of Mr. Oak, having not heard them enter the house. She stood, her foot catching on the hem of her dress before she stumbled and righted herself.

      Hailey came to an undignified halt just as her eyes alighted on the tall farmhand she'd seen outside. The very one she had bet with her father would last less than the shorter, stubbier type of fellow who looked used to hard work. She looked up…and up. Hailey schooled her features as her mind reeled at the man's broad, muscular physique, his presence that commanded respect.

      When did servants start to look as this one did?

      "Miss Woodville, this is Mr. Thompson and Mr. Everett. We were going to use both in the stable and in the fields as required. As you know, Miss Julia has recently saved another horse from the markets in town, and we could use the help in the stalls. If you're in agreement, of course."

      Hailey smoothed down her dress and came up to them, smiling in welcome. "Good afternoon, Mr. Thompson. Mr. Everett. I hope the journey to Northamptonshire wasn't too taxing for you, and you're ready to work."

      "We are ready, Miss Woodville," Mr. Thompson agreed, elbowing his friend, who remained mute.

      "Of course, we will work well enough, I'm sure," the tall one said, tedium in his tone. He glanced about the room, and she could see that he looked less than impressed by the worn but homely furnishings. Hailey looked about herself, seeing nothing wrong with the room.

      She narrowed her eyes. "Good, I hope you're both ready to work, for we do not tolerate lazy Londoners in this part of England. I hope I've made myself clear," she said, hating that she had allowed her annoyance at the tall one to make her words harsher than they ought to have been.

      "We will work hard, we assure you, Miss Woodville,” Thompson said.

      Mr. Everett stared at her, a small twist to his lips. Which, much to Hailey's annoyance, she noticed had a very nice shape about them. Were they soft to touch? She fisted her hands at her sides and scowled. "Dinner is served in a room just off the kitchen for the staff at Woodville House. You will bed down at night in the stables. There is a room with cots allocated for outside staff. You will not be cold, as we have a fire burning whenever the nights are chill here, and there are plenty of blankets to go around. If you have any trouble, please let Mr. Oak or myself know of it, and we will look into your inquiry. There is no fighting here. You will be dismissed instantly if that occurs." She smiled, but even Hailey knew the gesture was less than friendly. "I wish you both well, and welcome to Woodville's."

      The tall one scoffed, all but rolling his eyes. "Thank you for your kind welcome, Miss Woodville," he said, his voice unlike the man at his side. There was a deepness about it, cultured even, that did not go with a man who worked hard for his money. Not to mention bored.

      Hailey watched them depart. She would have to keep an eye on the new men, especially the tall, handsome one who seemed to think himself well above anyone else, even her.

      Not that she liked to loft it over anyone, but she was the eldest daughter of a gentleman, which gave her a little authority in life.

      She walked to the window, the sound of Mr. Oak talking to the men about their duties as they headed over to the stables muffled. Mr. Thompson seemed interested and replying to what her steward was saying. The other one, Mr. Everett, looked as if he could not care an ounce what he was being told.

      Hailey shook her head. Yes, she'd be a pound wealthier by the end of the month, and she had little doubt that it would happen within four weeks if not seven days.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

        

      

    

    
      Greyson shoveled yet another scoop of horse shit into the small cart, sweat poured down his skin, and a terrible, stale, unwashed stench wafted from him that he had only ever smelled when passing people in the East End of London. Which, he wanted to point out, was not very often.

      Thompson shoveled away, seemingly content to do the hard labor, even though he was a valet and no longer needed to do such menial chores.

      "I do not know how we can continue to allow such degradation just to please my father. I think I would rather be disowned than have to endure another day of this." He leaned on his shovel, wiping his brow.

      Thompson rested his shovel against the horse stall wall and walked over to where a flask of water was sitting for their use. "Prove your father wrong, Everett," his valet said, using his family name instead of Lord Cadmael, who he was until he took over the dukedom. Right at this moment, he couldn't help but hope that was sooner rather than later.

      Greyson wanted to snarl at the unfairness of it all. That he was to endure such hardship was unreasonable, and he ought to put a stop to it. Confront his father and demand the bastard accept that heirs of age took mistresses and enjoyed London and all it had to offer. That the duke was a prude should not be his fault or something he had to suffer for.

      "How are ye going in here?" the foreman of the stable workers asked, coming into the stall and inspecting their progress. "Ye are not doing too bad since you're from London. Not many from those parts come here," he mentioned, looking at them both.

      Greyson assumed the man expected an answer, but he could not form a reply. Not unless he wanted to be sacked a day after his arrival.

      Thompson broke the awkward silence. "We are appreciative for the employment, Mister…”

      The foreman waved down his question. "Morris is well enough. We have no airs or graces here. Not below stairs in any case."

      "Well, we thank you, Mr. Morris," Thompson said, frowning at Greyson.

      He managed a nod, but little else.

      "Once ye are done in here, four other stalls are needing a muck out and fresh hay laid for the horses. Then ye can move outside and load up what's left of the hay from last year's harvest. We're looking to store it in the old barn near the river. It'll leave the new barn built last summer empty for the new harvest."

      How thrilling, Greyson thought, having never cared for what happened on gentry or noble estates, so long as the yields were good, that the tenant farmers were happy, and he had enough money to keep himself living in the life that he was accustomed.

      One day of this life was enough for him to endure. He was probably fortunate he had been born wealthy, and this short foray in the wilds of Northamptonshire was not permanent.

      Like Thompson stated, he should not allow his father to win this war. He would work here at the estate and throw the bastard's order back in his face. Prove to him that he could do anything, even muck out stables and move hay from hayloft to hayloft if necessary.

      "Keep on with it then," Morris said, moving down the stables and checking the many horses stalled within them. Some of the mounts were better than Greyson thought they would be, considering one of the daughters of the house had saved them from the local market.

      "You must try at least to pretend to be one of the workers here, Everett. I have no doubt, someone among us knows who we are, and they will inform the duke if it's thought you are not pulling your weight."

      Greyson picked up his shovel again. "I'm doing what is asked of me. I never stated that I would look thrilled about it or become a conversationalist."

      Thompson's lips thinned, and Greyson knew what his valet was trying to say. Be less judging of his circumstances before his father found out.

      "What did you think of Miss Woodville?" Thompson asked him. Greyson knew that such a conversation with one's valet was not appropriate to many gentlemen, but he had known Thompson since they were children, and he had always classed him more as a friend than a servant. He knew without a speck of doubt that he could trust him absolutely.

      "She was a bit of an ape leader, did you not think? A little too rammish for my liking, but fetching enough, I suppose."

      "Come, man," Thompson scoffed, leaning on his shovel once again. "I almost swallowed my tongue when I saw her."

      Greyson supposed it was Miss Woodville's eyes that he noticed first, bright and wide, and all-seeing. Something about the woman ought to put him on guard. She was intelligent, certainly, and she spoke with authority and in a forthright manner, which showed she was educated. But a bluestocking through and through and one whom he had no desire to taunt.

      "I daresay if she were to have a London Season, there would be many who would flock to her skirts," Thompson added, nodding eagerly.

      "I'm sure some gentleman or mayhap even a baron may offer for her hand. However, from the looks of the modest estate, I do not think there is a lot of money for a dowry. How many daughters did the gentleman have? And no sons, is that correct?"

      "That is correct," Thompson answered. "There are five daughters in total. I suppose that all will need to marry well, but I have little doubt they will garner offers from respectable men. They are not poor, Everett," he said.

      Greyson held up his hands in surrender. "I’m merely stating we do not know their financial circumstances," he said, the stench of horse shit going some way to mask his own disgusting stink.

      "I can see by your face that you're disapproving and judging them."

      Greyson schooled his features to one of indifference. "I wish them all well, all five of the sisters, just as I wish myself out of this hovel and down to the river so I may wash. I smell, Thompson. Can you smell me from over there?"

      Thompson threw back his head and laughed. Greyson looked at him, nonplussed. "Oh, yes you do, my lord," he whispered. "And I cannot wait for you to bathe either. At this moment, I doubt my nostrils will ever recover from the odor seeping from your direction."

      Greyson shoveled another scoop into the barrow. "Get to work, Thompson," he growled, ignoring his valet's chuckle and concentrating instead on finishing his work for the day so he could clean up. His father would pay for this punishment. He would complete the order, return to London and rut his life away until his father passed. Then and only then would he marry a woman if he married at all. And he certainly would not be marrying Lady Francesca as his father wished. He promised. He would get the last laugh, not the duke.
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EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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